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Author's Notes: 

Just a lighthearted little story | came up with after | saw a prompt on tumblr about imagining your otp 
arguing over who gets to be the big spoon Not really as pleased with this one as | was with Names, but 
whatever, it'll do. 


Phil shifted uncomfortably on the bed, his nerves getting the better of him as he heard shifting and shuffling 
coming from behind him. He let out a heavy sigh as he absently traced over the floral patterns on the hotel 
bedding. 


"Geeze, yer really put off about this ain'tcha?" the bassist said from behind him, and Phil could've sworn he 
could hear the smirk on his face. 


"No" he retorted firmly, brows furrowing as he hitched the blankets up a litle further, doing his best to get 


comfortable. 


It almost worked.. but then he felt the other's weight settle on the bed behind him and he couldn't help but 


tense up again. The chuckle that followed shortly didn't help much. 

"Oh, yeah, yer a model of bravery right now, Phil." 

"Get bent, ya prick" 

‘Fer Christ's sake mate, bein’ the little spoon really bothers you that much?" 

Having it spelled out like that made him remember just how stupid this thing was, and the drummer couldn't 
help but feel his face heat up in embarrassment. They'd spent close to an hour earlier arguing over this, and 
it got so heated that it had damn near boiled over into a full-blown fight. He was lucky Cliff was such a 
naturally cheerful person and bounced back from bad moods so quickly, otherwise he'd probably be sleeping in 


the hotel hallway right now.. 


"I just." he paused a minute, sighing heavily as he stared off into the wall, too embarrassed to look his friend 


in the eye. "You know this’ all still. kinda weird to me." 

From behind him, all was quiet, and for a minute Phil was worried that he'd unwittingly spurred the other into 
a sour mood. Relief flooded him when he was met with a soft, exasperated sigh. The kind that he knew meant 
‘Christ you're difficult sometimes, but | still care about you in spite of it. It was a good thing. 

"Yeah, | know it is Phil." 


"An it feels even weirder when we, uh... y'know, like.. switch roles.” 


There was more silence, save for some rustling as Cliff leaned back against the headboard of the bed. Phil 


could feel the other's eyes on him. 
"Phil, you know I'm not just some substitute for a girl, right?" 


"The hair 'n the eyelashes could'a fooled me." he quipped cheekily, the bassist responding with a friendly punch 
to his shoulder. 


"C'mon, you ass, l'm bein’ serious here." 

"I know, | know.." the drummer replied, rolling over slightly so he could look Cliff in the eye. 

His mouth suddenly went dry, his nerves strung tight again and he was grateful when Cliff handed a cigarette 
and a lighter his way. Phil wasted no time popping it into his mouth and setting it ablaze, the nicotine already 


taking some of the edge off of his nerves. 


"Ta! 


"Sno problem mate." Cliff replied, waiting patiently as Phil took another drag on the cigarette, his brows 
furrowed together in thought. 


| guess I'm still havin trouble adjustin’ to all ‘a this..." 


"What, you mean being the little spoon?” Cliff couldn't help but laugh out, and Phil had to admit, it made him 
laugh too. 


"Oh c'mon, that's just fuckin daft" 
"Well what then?" 


Phil bit his lip, pausing a moment as he thought carefully about what he wanted to say. He took another drag 
off the cig, inhaling off of it deeply before he let it out in a long sigh. 


"Just... this whole deal with y‘know.." he gestured between himself and the bassist, struggling to push his words 


out. Cliff raised a brow in response, visibly confused. 
"us, | guess... 


Cliff looked just as confused, and Phil cursed inwardly. Dammit, the fact that this still bothered him after six 


months was fucking ridiculous. 
"| mean, like.. us. and how it's more than just a, uh ... a physical thing." 


Phil could see understanding washing over Cliff's face like a wave, his expression slowly changing, softening. He 


couldn't remember ever feeling more relieved in his life. 
"Oh." the bassist replied softly, cocking his head to the side. 


Phil shuddered as the other reached out and began to thread his fingers through his hair, toying with it 
slightly as he let the silky locks sift through his fingers. The drummer had always loved having people play 
with his hair, it didn't matter who it was; his parents, his sisters, his friends, the girls he took to bed, or Cliff 
( „especially not Cliff), he loved it just the same. He couldn't explain it really, he just knew it was soothing as all 
hell to him. 


"But.. being the big spoon somehow doesnt make you feel weird?" Phil groaned softly in response, he'd been 
hoping the other would've dropped it. 


"No, it don't..." 


He rolled his eyes as Cliff shot him a ‘Well why the hell not?'-type look. Phil leaned into the other's touch, 
closing his eyes with a soft sigh. 


"| dunno. Fer some reason bein’ in the boys' spots makes this feel less weird tme.." 

The bassist paused a moment, cocking his head to the other side, thinking over what Phil had said. He watched, 
blue eyes half-lidded and heavy with sleep, as realization slowly crept over Cliffs face.. before it suddenly 
cracked into a wiry grin. 

"Shat why you're always the one on top?" 

An embarrassed grin crept across Phil's face, color flushing to his face as he gave a sheepish shrug. 

"Yeah, kinda..." 

Cliff shook his head in slight exasperation, shimmying down onto the bed so that he was parallel to the 
drummer. Phil lay on his back, an arm strung across his eyes, hiding his face as embarrassment still burned in 
his cheeks. 

"Well, lucky for you, I'm a very patient person" 

Phil let out a grunt of agreement, his skin bristling as Cliff shifted below the covers with him and suddenly 
cozied up to his body. He could feel the other's arm drape over his waist, pulling him closer as a cheek nestled 
into chest. For a moment, the drummer was paralyzed with shock. Cliff had moved so fast that he hadn't had 
time to react, and now here he was, locked in a very affectionate.. very loving type of an embrace. 


And he would have been lying if he'd said that it didn't feel nice.. really nice.. 


Slowly, the shock began to wear off, and he settled an arm around the other's shoulder, pulling him in a little 


closer. 

"How's this? Feel too weird?" 

Phil cast a look down at the other, smiling softly as he shook his head. 
"Nah... this' fine..." 

"Then fuck the spoons, we'll do this instead." 

Phil chuckled, pressing his head against Cliffs in an affectionate gesture. 
"Spoons're overrated anyway... 

‘Im gonna remember that next time yer sweet tooth acts up." 


"I swear to fuck Williams, you fuck with me and my ice cream and you'll be wearin yer arse for a hat." 


Cliff fell into a small fit of giggles, gingerly nipping at Phil's collarbone as they nestled against each other, 
getting comfortable. He laid his head back to the other's chest, nuzzling slightly as he let out a soft, sleepy 
sigh. 

"Good night Phil." 


"Yeah, yeah, g'night tyou too Cliff.” 


